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THE    HOUSE    ON    THE    HILL: 

a     Farewell . 


Grey,  in  the  giejness  of  dawn, 
Stands  the  House  on  the  Hill: 
From  windows  above  the  lawn 
Leaning,  I  drink  my  fill 
Of  all  that  till  now  was  mine, 
Yea  —  will  be  so  still. 


Ah!  Who  will  care  for  you  now 

0  my  birds,  0  my  birds! 

And  you  that  both  East  and  West 

did  bow, 
You  my  green  swinging  trees,  — 
Oh,  where  are  the  words,  the  words 
To  sing  any  more  of  these. 


And  my  Apple  tree  all  forlorn, 

That  miracle  of  delight ! 

Ah, —  who  in  the  golden  radiance 

of  Morn, 
Or  who  in  the  silvery  Night, 
When  the  Moon  shoots  forth  her 

magic  ray  — 
Will  catch  their  breath  at  the  sight ! 


Will  they  hear,  0  my  loves, 

will  they  hear 
The  delicate  bugle-call  — 
In  the  first  Spring  days  of  the  year, 
Of  my  Hedge-sparrow,  tiny  yet  bold; 
Will  they  cherish  the  first  Croeua- 

heads  that  peer 
O'er  the  edge  of  the  mould? 


Will  they  treasure  my  Wrens 

or  follow 
The  dipping  flight  of  my  Swallow, 
Will  they  list  the  rich  minstrelsy 
That  hourly  was  piped  for  me : 
Lark  upon  lark  o'er  the  meadow 

singing, 
All  Heaven  ringing! 


Will  they  lay  up  soft  memories 
Of  flowers  and  nodding  trees. 
Of  the  Cuckoo's  early  call 
Echoing  through  all, 
Of  my  Blackbird  mounting 

hop  by  hop 
To  the  ash-tree's  greening  top. 


Or  my  carpet  of  Celandine, 
Gleaming  richer  than  gold, 
(  Was  ever  strewing  more  fair 
Spread  for  the  Queens  of  old  I ) 
And    far    beyond,  —  in    the 

March-swept  air, 
My  h.Us  lying  fold  within  fold 


Others  will  fill  my  place, 
But  will  any  care  or  know 
Of  my  window's  frosted  lace, 
Or  the  trail  of  my  rooks 

in  the  snow. 
Of    the    sunset    firing    my 

woodland  screen, 
And  the  biroh  stems  all  aglow! 


But  now  —  I  must  turn  away, 

For  ever  to  depart, 

And  all  I  he  words   I  would  say 

Lie  buried  in  my  lieart. 

I  only  know  that  for  good     or  ill 

I    must    leave    you,    —  House 

CD  the  mil. 


THE     COLT 

Proud  and  tawny,  wild  and  gay, 
With  brandished  tail  and 

mane  a-toss, 
Snuffing  the  wind  as  it  shifts  across 
Pranoes  the  Colt  by  iti  mother's  side. 
What  should  a  colt  do  but 

gallop  in  pride, 
Gallop  and  gallop  away  I 


Over  his  head  the  sun  is  bright; 
Broad  is  the  paddock,  and  soft 

to  tread. 
Soft  to  roll  in,  acd  soft  for  a  bed. 
What  should  a  colt  do  but 

frisk  about, 
Heels  flung  sideways  or  heels 

flung     out,  — 
Frolio  in  sheer  delight . 


The  sober  mother  looks  him  down, 
Watches  him  fling  himself 

madly  free, 
Wonders — perchance,  now  long 

it  will  be 

Ere  they  come  to  bit  and 

bridle  him, 
To  be  twisted  and  turned  at 

his  master's  whim 
Through  the  mazes  of  the  town . 


TO     THE     SOUL 

Drink  thy  deep  till  of  Nature 

0  my  soul, 
Drink,  and  forget  thy  thousand 

human  ills. 
Look  on  her  plains,  her  rivers  and 

her  hills; 
Quaff  her  pure  draught,  and  so  — 

thou  shalt  be  whole  . 


Behold  the  eaith:  behold  how 

much  akin 
Thou,  scornful  Man,  art  to  the 

goodly  grass: 
What  though  thou  build  to  Heiven 

in  towering  brass, 
Thou  must  thyself  be  reaped, — and 

gathered  in  . 


From  thee  we  borrow  patience, 

suffering  Earth: 
Daily  the  plowers  plow 

upon  thy  back; 
Thou  hears't  the  cry  of  all  thy  sons 

that  lack; 
Thou  bast  thine  agonies  of  Death 

and  Birth  . 


TO     SOME     DISTANT     TKEES 

0  pale,  sky-pierced  trees,  so  faint 

to  sight, 

1  view  you  bathed  in  air,  shot 

through  with  light, 
Filled  out,  transfused,  —  and 
mystically  bright  ! 
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A     MAY     MORNING 


I  lean  from  my  window  on  a 

Alay  morning: 
Crystal-grey  drifts  the  dew-shot  grass, 
Little  birds  hover  and  dart 

and  swing; 
Up  shoots  a  lark,  and  to  Heaven 

doth  pass. 
Up  flies  my  heart  quickly  after  him, 
In  lowly  thanks  to  the  Giver  of  Good, 
For  my  cup  overflowing  its 

jewelled  brim  1 
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TO     A     LARK 

SINGING    ON    A    CLOUDY    EVENING    IN    JULY 


0  Lark !  what  secret  hope  hast  thou 
That  keeps  thee  coustant  to  thy  vow 
On  a  dull  day  that's  well-nigh  done! 
Many  we  hear  that  carol  bright — 
Against  the  light; 
But  ah,  it  is  a  stedfast  heart, 
That  ever  yet  plays  out  its  part. 
Keeps  up  the  joyous  fight, 
Crying  —  What's  lost  is  won/ 
Though  never  a  ray  of  sua . 
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TO  A  MISSEL    THRUSH 

SINGING    ON    A    WILD    DAY. 


Alone  on  topmost  bough, 

Amid  the  timid  hush 

Of  faltering  mates,  0  Thrush, 

Loud  singest  thou, 

And  dost  discourse  to  me 

Thy  morning's  minstrelsy. 

Lo,  thine  unceasing  song 
Doth  bravely  help  along 
This  sore-belated  day 
Of  boisterous  weather 
Whereon  thou  trill'st  so  gay 
Nor  turn'st  a  feather. 
Wild  though  the  shrieking  blast, 
Thy  fearless  notes  outlast 
The  gale's  endeavour. 
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Oh,  ecstasy  !  to  hear 
At  opening  of  the  year. 
Thy  voice  0  faithful  bird, 
Who,  when  all  else  are  dumb, 
Breath'st  prophesying  word 
Of  blessed,  fruitful,  summer  days 
to  come. 

Thou,  therefore,  who  on  air, 
From  wintry  branches  bare, 
Pourest  a  chant  so  rare, 
Thou,  whose  soQg  bears  us  hence 
To  the  season  of  blossoms  fair, 
Take  thanks  for  thy  deep,  rich 

fluting; 
And  — though  naught  in  recompense. 
Where  the  boughs  arch  over 

the  fence, 
Thine  be  the  plunder  of  the 

mellow  pear. 
Thine  ripest  cherries — at  the 

orchard's  looting! 


i.± 


SONG 


To  sit  beneath  the  danoing  screen 

Of  the  gaily  flashing  beechen  green, 

To  gaze  into  a  noble  tree, 

What  joy  to  me! 

To  watch  the  purple  shadows  faU 

Athwart  the  path  or  on  the  wall. 

Or  lie  amid  the  soft-cocked  hay,  — 

Ah,   what  a  day 

On  which  to  sing  a  roundelay  ! 


ON  A  NOBLE    LANDSCAPi^J 

How  doth  the  beauty  of  the 

landscape  steal 
O'er  all  my  senses,  through  my 

heart  and  mind, 
Till  saturated  with  deep  blisa 

I  feel. 
And  all  my  Paradise  on  Earth  I  find. 
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BEAUTY 


I  search  for  Beauty, — nay,  desire 
it  so, 

That,  finding  it,   1  cannot  choose 

but  weep. 
Yei  not  for  beauty  found,  do  my 

tears  flow, 
But  in  lament  of  what  we 

cannot  keep: 
That  this  —  which  was  and  is,  so 

soon  must  go  ! 
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A     HERMIT'S     WEALTH 


Give  me  a  bird  that  sings  a-nigh, 
I  '11  gladly  let  the  world  go  by. 
To  gaze  into  a  leafy  tree — 
Is  there  any  joy  more  free  1 
Give  me  a  flowering  branch  or  bush, 
Or  let  me  hear  the  waters  rush. 
Give  me  v^ithin  some  shady  nook, 
A  friend    or  just  a  pleasant  book; 
Or  set  me  in  some  greening  mead, 
To  worldly  pomps  1 11  pay 

slight  heed. 
But  — -  give  me  a  lark  on 

upward  wing, 
I  '  11  know  no  lack  of  anything ! 


M^K^ 


17 
MAY! 


Ah! 


Morns  of  splendour,  eves  of  gold  ! 
Day  dreams,  joy  dreams  that 

cannot  be  lold  ! 
Larks  high  in  Heaven,  Bunrays 

on  Earth, 
All  the  skies  riven  with  magio  mirth, 
The  leavened  ground  lifting  with 

thrusts  of  blade, 
Every  bush  bursting  in  every  glade; 
Cream  and  crimson  of  Apple  blooms, 
Cones  of  Chestnut,  Sycamore  glooms, 
Honey-scented  tassels  of  Lime. 
Dazzling,  gorse-clad  moors  to  climb. 
Wiiat  richer  bounties  hath  Life 

to  give  ! 
What  nobler  fortune —  than    ] 

Life  to  live! 


IS 


A    THOUGHT 


*Tis  not  the  glory  of  the 

crystal  morn: 
Dew-shot,  or  glistening  with 

early  rain, 
Nor  expectation  of  tlie  springing  corn 
That  lifts  the  whistling  ploughboy 

to  hie  strain. 

No  luxury  of  climate    no  strange  seas, 
No  tempting  view,  no  pillow  — 

madly  pressed, 
Far  from  the  hot  world's  torments, 

can  gi\^e  ease, 
To  one  whose  soul  is  one  wild,  deep 

unrest. 

Our  peace  is  not  without  us 

but  within. 
The  world  is  clearly  mirrored  from 

our  soul : 
Vice  dark  reflection  of  our  secret  sin; 
Virtue  the  spirit's  image,  —  fair 

and  whole. 


19 
TO    SPENSER 


To  thee,  0  Terdant  Spenser,  my 

hot  brain 
Turns,  aeekingrest    and  coohiess,  as 

worn  feet, 
Burnt  on  the  soorohing  highway, 

hasting  seek 
Some  cooling  fountain,  some 

delicious  well. 
Or,— as  long-suffering  cattle,  driven 

home 
From  the  full-thronged  fair,  do 

lowing  greet 
The  welcome  fields  and  farmstead, 

and  knee-deep, 
Plunge  iu  the  thick,  moist,  verdure, 

even  so  I  — 
O'erwearied  with  the  hurry  and 

the  press. 
Most  glad  and  eager,  run  to  read 

thy  book. 
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IN     A     CHUKCHYARD 


0  Earth  that  holds  our  dearest 

pledges, 
More  subtly  rare  art  thou  become . 
Soft  as  I  tread  thy  lawns  and  ledges, 
Like  faintest  tremor  of  a  drum, 
My  steps  must  thrill  your  cores, 

where  lie 
Those  priceless  ores,  — ouce  heart 

or  eye  . 

Is  there  no  more:  is  this  the  ending  1 
Of  all  our  love  the  finished  sum  1 
No  more  borrowing,    no  more 

lending, 
Nor  give  nor  take,  depart  dot  comc^ 
Only  the  Past?  No  future  years 
Of  joyful  laughter:— only  tears? 
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Our  life,  as  water  not  returning, 
Faints  or  flows  'twixt  sky  or  sea. 
Else,  as  a  lire  to  its  ashes  burning, 
Drifts  to  the  building  of  vale  or  lea . 
What  cry  can  stay,  what  power 

reverse 
That  circling  wheel  of  the  universe  ? 


Yet —  can  we  know  what  dreams 

in  sleeping, 
Steal  from  your  silent  prisoners, 

Earth  ? 
How  know  what  rays  from  their 

presence  leaping, 
Pierce  to  the  light  from  dark 

caves  of  birth  ? 
What  if  all  grasses  and  flowers 

bring 
Some  trace  of  the  fountain  that 

formed  their  spring  I 


•Ai 


0  friends, —  Ye  would  not  ask 

our  grieving 
For  Death:  only  for  Life  and  ein 
0  pray  to  compass  our  retrieving, 
Ye  who  have  wrought  and 

entered  in  . 
Give  to  our  conscious  self  the  lie ; 
Ye  live;  't  is  we  that  fail  and  die. 


A    THOUGHT    FROM    DANTE 

Fair  flowers  that  erst  did  bloom 

in  Para  Use, 
Whisp'^r  your  story  of  terrestial  birth: 
How  ye  were  wafted  o'er    or 

what  device 
Did  serve  to  win  your  secret  way 

to  Earth  ? 
Which  else  were  dark  without  ye 

cokiurless, 
And  without  balm  for  hurt  of  Love 

or  Death  . 

O  mystic  jewels,  human  art  surpassing 
To  paint  the  deathless  glamour 

of  j'iUY  hues — 
Our  blundering  wit,  in  gross  and 

clumsy  fashion, 
You  with  poor  graces  of  our 

thought  tndues. 

Yet — human  blushes  pale  beside 
your  passion, 

And  human  tears  are  harsher  than 

your  dews. 
Will  ye  not  liap  your  secret  to  my  Muse! 
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LE  CHEVALIER  des  GRIEUX 
TO  MANON  LESCAUT 


The  kingdom  of  nighfe  lieg  around  me 

«o  rich  *nd  still; 
O'er   my  being    steils    peace  after 

passion, — good  following  ill, 
Till  one  thought  of  thy  beauty 

ravisheth  all  my  will . 


I  know  not,  I  care  not,  how  grievous  , 

my  sin  may  be: 
My  eyess,  —  over-running  with  tears, 

will  not  let  me  see. 
Leaving  all  else,  blindly  groping, 

I  come  to  thee! 
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THE    MIDLANDS 

FEOM    THE    L.M.S,    RAILWAY. 

Across  the  meads,  the  copses,  the 

freshly  ploughed  land 
I  gaze,  and  a  rush     of  feeling    sweeps 

up  within  me, 
That  breaks  in  a  fount  of  joy 

for  their  terrible  beauty, 
And  a  fount  of  tears  for  the  past 

that  has  gone  to  make  them. 
Yet,  though  my  pride  in  their   glorious 

lift  to  the  sky-line,— 
Heightening  the  pulse,     welling 
the  eyes  with  emotion,' — 

Be  mortally  countered,  't  is  spuired 
by  the  thought,  —  sweet  and 
bitter — 

That  when  I  am  as  dust,  these 
will  abide,  and  be  lovely. 


^6 


ON  HEARING  A  BIKD  SING 
IN  A  WOOD 


Ok  !  Sing,    sing,  sing ! 
Sing  to  my  listening  ear  I 
There  is  not  anything 
I  so  desire  to  hear 

As  the  song  of  a  mate-ing  bird, 
Quivering  upon  the  bough, 
Whose  lover's  heart  is  stirred 
Thus  to  protest  his  vow. 

Hark  how  his  strong,  rich  voice 

Carols  his  love-'s  lay  ! 

1  listen  and  rejoice, 

For  he  singeth  what  I  would  say. 

He  singeth  the  early  sun, 
The  grass  and  the  shimmering  corn, 
He  singeth  the  daylight  done, 
And  the  fresh  arrival  of  morn. 
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H«  sings  'mid  the  branohed  glades, 
Under  green  o'er-arching  trees 
Undismayed  by  the  swish  of  blades, 
Flashed  to  the  sudden  breeze. 

And  at  length,  when  day  doth  wane, 
— Though  the  roofing  boughs 

may  toss, — 
His  heart  is  as  rich  with  a  lover's 

gain 
As  mine  is  poor  with  loss. 


26 


TASSO  TO  LEONORA 

UPON  HEARING  THAT  SHE  WAS 
TRAVELLING    ABROAD 

O  little  birds  that  traverse 

all  tke  air 
Ffom  nest  to  happy  nest, 
Taking  your  rest 
From  brake  to  brake,  and  bough, 

to  bougk,  among 
Thf  tangled  hedgerovrs  and 

the  woodland  leaves,  — 
Seareh  if  my  Love  be  any,  any  where, 
And,  in  your  Matin-song, 
Beneath  the  eaves, 
Embalm  my  prayer; 
Bear  all  my  heart  to  her 
Whom  I  have  loved  so  long. 
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Tell  her  I  love  her  not  one  tithe 

the  lesf 
That  I  must  silent  be; 
And  tkough  my   love  I  may  aot 

loud  express, 
Nor  may  it  so  confess 
As  I  would  choose, 
Yet  her  I  never  lose: 
My  love  shines  o'er  her  like 

a  guiding  star. 

O  little  birds  that  travel  near 

and  far, 
How  blest  are  ye. 
To  hover  o'er  my  Love  by  land 

or  sea  ! 
Being  so  near  her,  whisper  what  1  say: 
Whisper  how  sorely,  solely  for 

her  sake, 
My  soul  doth  ache: 
That  ever  1  love  her  dearer  than 

I  may  I 


30 


But;  if  she  seorn  thd  message 

that  you  bring, 
0  little  birds  forgive  her, 

and  forget 
That  1  have  burdened  your  light 

twittering 
With  my  poor  pain, 
And  all  my  mad  regret. 

O  little  birds  that  ever  live  al)0"ve 
Who,  without  care, 
Lie  on  the  elfiih  bosom  of^the  air, 
So  lie  on  my  Love's  breast; 
Lean  all     your  feathered  hearts 

against  her  heart  ! 
Warm  it  to  love ! 
Press  it, — though  not  to  smart, 
Or  fret— 
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Like  some  soft-circKng  dore, 
Flutter  about  her,  0  beloved  birds 
Teaoh  her  to  read  Love's  Alphabet, 
And — from  your  songs, 
To  interpret  all  Love's  words. 

Teach  her  to  know  that  in  that 

long,  far  end 
To  which  we  tend, 
Save  Love, — there  is  no  friend  I 


A    WISH 


Oh  !  for  some  place  apart,  wherein 
to  weep. 

Some  old-world  arbour,  far  from 

city's  din 
With  fair  trees  canopied,  a  seat 

within, 
Soft  grass  beneath,  with  flowers 

jewelled  deep. 

Or  some  grey,  ruined  chapel 

where  none  eame: 
Only  the  haunting  spirits  of  old  time. 
All  of  them  lovely,  names 

embalmed  in  rhyme, 
Peaceful,  out-living  here  their 

stormy  fame. 
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Else—   some  lone  margin:    by 

a  wintry  sea, 
Where  no  bird  calls,  nor  slimy  life 

doth  creep    — 
There  to  lie  down  and  take  long 

draught  of  sleep, 
VVhei'ein  no  dream  of  Life  nor  Death 

should  be. 
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THE  PHGENIX 

(An  j^llegory) 


Was  it  ever  seen, 

Or  even  fairitly  heard, 

The  mngic-seeming  bird  ! 

Her  glancing  plumes  shot  golden 

with  the  glow  — 
Feverishly  hovering  o'er  her  nest 

of  fir?; 
Slow  circling,  slow, 
Inevitably  down, 
Drawn  by  s^me  fatal  impulse, 

some  far  doom. 
Toward  that  relentless  tomb, 
That  glittering  pyre 
Of   age-to-age  renown. 
To  which  behold  her  sped, 
With  low-averted  head, 
By  agonies  of  repulsion  and  desire. 
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tmpatient  of  the  destined  ordeal, 
Slie  alights,  and  swift  is  drawn 
Within  the  vortex  of  thafe  fierce 

control: 
To  that  fierce,  passionate  gnat 
Yielding  because  she  must, 
Body  and  soul. 

Her  vainly-quivering  wings  of 

escape  out-spread, 
Are  singed  first  by  the  up-bursting 

flame, 
Which  open-jawedj  doth  gape, 

with  greedy  lips; 
Tongues  panting  for  a  victim,  now 

are  fed! 
All  unresisting,  putting  forth 

no  claim 
For  help  or  rescue, 
Close  is  she  drawn  and  closer, 
Till  she  slips 
Into  the  lire's  bosom,  ope'd  for  her; 


ab 


One  moment  lies  embraced,  — 

embraced  of  fire. 
Held  to  the  heart  of  the  burning 

element, 
Glowing  and  pale-ing  there 
As  the  hot  enveloping  embers 

wane  or  flare 
High,  low  and  higher  I 

Down  doth  she  sink 
TJlDon  that  deathly  brink 
Down,  down,  amid  the  dulling, 

blackening  ash. 
And  lo!  the  face 
Of  all  who  in  lightsome  days  — 

but  lately  past, 
Of  all  who  had  seen  her 'flash 
Upon  the  wing, 
A  sparkling  vision  of  loveliness 

and  grace,  ^ 
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Grew  pale  to  see  the  last 
Of  Buch  a  glorious  thing. 
Each  heart  held  from  it's  beating 

as  she  sank 
Within  that  blaze, 
And  seemed  to  expire  before  their 

anguish'd  gaze. 

When — swiftly,  suddenly,  within 

their  sight, 
As  springing  from  some  hidden 

fount  of  light, 
New-born  amid  the  glory  of 

the  flames, 
Up,  up  there  flew 
Once  more  a  Magic  Bird  I 
A  Bird  of  fire  I 
Gleaming  ia  dazzling,  orient 

colours  bright, 
And  — loudly,  loudly  all  the  world 

acclaims 
The  Phoenix  born  anew  ! 


'is 


Life  out  of  Death ! 
Birth  from  saerifics  ! 
Ah !  —  to  what  glorious, 

self-forgetting  end 
Didst  thou,  devoted  Mother-bird 

descend 

On  that  dread  funeral  pyre  I 
In  what  despair  of  darkness, 

in  what  pain 
Didst  thou  expire : 
Perish  —  to  live  again  ! 
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ON  HEAKING  A  SCHUMANN 
SYMPHONY. 


A  burst  of  rapturous  music  seized 

the  air  ! 
Which,   sutfering  in 'such  passionate 

ecstasy, 
Was  spent  at  last  in  showers  of 

shivering  tones 
As  if  a  god  had  Avept.     Ii's  stifled 

moans 
Broke  into  louder  intonations, 
Which,  melting,  drew  together 

of  accord: 
The  farthest  parted  poles  of  music 

touched, 
Then  fled  again  asunder,  and 

their  wail 
Was  as  a  spirit's  fright  at  its 

own  shape. 
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Or,  as  when  od  a  day  the  winds 

break  forth 
And  lend  the  vastness  of  their 

giant  might 
To  woods  and  meads,  till  stream! 

as  torrents  rush, 
And  the  deep  viol's  hum  of 

swinging  pines 
Blends  with  the  roar  of  the  still 

baffled  air 
Beating  against  the  everlasting  rocks, 
Or  meeting  in  career  the  whizzing  foam 
Flung  from  the  mouths  of  champing 

sea  hurccs ! 

Mid  some  such  ponderous,  ringing 

harmony- 
Nature  rides  forth  to  awe  the 

human  soul; 
And  man  takes  up  her  challenge 

tossed  abroad 
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And  dares  the  worst  that   she  can 

wreak  on  him, 
Then  that  great  goddess,  baffled 

in  desire, 
Softens  to  woman's  weapons,  raining 

tears, 
Yet,  seeing  these  prevail  not,  shamed 

she  turns 
And  shrieking  speeds  away  upon 

the  wind. 
So  fled  thb  parting  blasts  of  that 

great  symphony  . 


M?Q<&~^ 


Printed  and  Published  at  The  Old  Parsonage 
Press,  Altham,  Accrington. 


THK   FAE   PUSS   PEIMTS 

0/  all  booksellers 

CHOPIN'S    "TEMPO    RUBATO'^ 

by  Mania     Seguel         1/2  pDst  free 

MILTON'S  ODE  ON  THE  NATiYlTY 

{aln-iilyed)  -/^Jd  post  free 

AN  EASTER  GARLAND 

{Caroline  Lyrics)     -/7Jd  post  free 

EM[LY    JANE    BRONTE 

by     Alice  Law     1/8  post  fre« 

WIND     LYRICS 
by     Alice  Law     2/8  post  free 

CUPID     AND    PSYCHE 

neio  isiuc        by  Alice  Law      1/8  poet  free 

THE  OLtf  PAJJSOKAtJK  fkKSS 


ALTHAM,       AC'CRIN'GTON,  ■^^^a-^ 


